THE  SPANISH WAR
glistening in the sun, turn over., invisible for a second, and
then explode.
The attack on the Castelumendi positions was set for
two o'clock in the afternoon From my position half-way
down the slopes of the Cordillera I could not have been
five hundred yards from the Nationalist advance guards,
and before the attack began there was a constant whistle
of machine-gun bullets from the Reds. I had been watch-
ing the whole series of Red lines closely during the
bombardment and had even been able to see the Reds
running to their dug-outs when the bombing planes
approached and leaving them as soon as that danger was
over. The Red garrison had withstood the heat of both
the artillery and the air bombardment extremely well
What was our surprise, therefore, when suddenly we saw
them pouring out of the trenches, crossing the roads
which led westward to Bilbao. I counted a good hundred
of them, and I must have missed twice as many. What
was up? I searched the line of crests and then saw the
reason. Far away on my right were fluttering the flags
of the 5th Brigade, while straight in front of me along
the topmost line of pine trees I could see progressing at
an incredible speed the foremost flag of the 1st Brigade.
Other columns and other flags were swarming up the
ravines and crossing the line of V trenches. The Red
garrison, which had withstood the bombardment, had
given way the moment they saw their enemy close at hand
It was difficult to understand. Still more difficult to
understand when one knew that every position thus
yielded by them they obstinately counter-attacked in the
hours of darkness, with great bravery though small success
It was thus that the "Iron Belt" was pierced. All that
evening and all that night General Franco pushed his
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